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hurricane that shook them endlessly with its blasts. At last
the vanguards shouted: "Fondak!" Their strength was
revived. There, in the distance, the lights of the position
glowed in the night, A long difficult climb yet remained.
When the soldiers reached Fondak, at eleven in the even-
ing, they were completely exhausted. They did not wait for
their dinner, and lost no time in setting up their tents. They
unslung their knapsacks and threw themselves into the
trenches. And there they slept.
But they did not all rest. This grace could not be granted
to Franco. Hardly had he arrived at Fondak, when he was
told that they had inquired for him from Tetuan insistently
all afternoon and all night. And another call came soon.
"What is the Legion doing?"
"It is resting after twenty hours of continuous march."
4' It is absolutely necessary for it to be in Tetuan at dawn."
"That is a physical impossibility; the soldiers cannot go
on."
As dawn came on the telephone rang again; the same be-
seeching question, as if from a dying man, one shipwrecked:
"When are they leaving?"
"The first thing in the morning."
"No! No! They must leave immediately. Right away. We
cannot wait any longer. Melilla is falling!"
What sort of catastrophe had occurred to cause such
words: "Melilla is falling!"
Franco ordered reveille to be sounded. It was three in the
morning. The bugle blew, but not a soldier stirred. Exhaus-
tion had petrified them, and they had to be shaken one by
one to be awakened. Once more they were on the march.
Serious indeed must be the situation with the signals of
distress so desperately urgent, as if from a man drowning.
At a quarter to ten the Legionnaires were marching through
the streets of Tetuan on the way to the station, where the